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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
HE FORGETS YVONNE 

Turning a sudden corner, 

She reached the trysting place: 

The gods, grown weary of the sun, 
Put twilight in her face. 

Dreams, swift hopes, rising, falling,- 
Too soon, too late, too soon — 

Were as a tide that rose and fell 
At the will of the moon. 

Around us was the star-shine : 
Like May in flowers clad, 

Speaking, she had the voice of brooks 
That made the meadows glad. 

She spoke of the great wonder 
That in her heart was laid 

And in her life had come to pass : 
Ah, need she be afraid ? 

The moon, with little vision, 

Saw what was going on, 
And by designing sorcery 

Made me forget Yvonne; 
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He Forgets Yvonne 



And lose her in this happy, 
Inconsequential crowd, 

Feeling in silence with Pierrette 
What Pierrot sings aloud. 



PIERRETTE GOES 

Pierrette has gone, but it was not 

Exactly that she died, 
So much as vanished and forgot 

To say where she would hide. 

To keep a sudden rendezvous, 

It came into her mind 
That she was late. What could she do 

But leave distress behind? 

Afraid of being in disgrace, 

And hurrying to dress, 
She heard there was another place 

In need of loveliness. 

She went so softly and so soon — 

Sh! — hardly made a stir, 
But going took the stars and moon 

And sun away with her. 

William Griffith 
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